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Acknowledgement to Country: 
This magazine is created and published on the Indigenous land of 
The Eora Nation, of which sovereignty was never ceded. 
We ask to pay respect to all Indigenous Peoples both past, present 
and future. This land was and always will be Aboriginal Land. 
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understanding of self. 

So, live for your dreams. By grasping them and bringing them into 
reality, you find peace. Allow every moment to be a dream, and each 
waking moment to feel as sweet as a peaceful slumber. 

And before we sleep and wake, I’d like to thank all contributors and 
supports. Another year done, and we’re getting started! 

Big plans for next year! 


- Thierry St. Quintin; creator, 
chief editor and director of all things Plinky Plonky. 
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Moon 


ges and leaves 


Mo is a nineteen-year-old collage artist often working with the themes of 
memory, the body, and the past. Playing with the idea of dreams as a type of 
haunting, in this collage, Mo conveys the way that dreams are a perpetual reminder 


of what you once had, and what you cannot get back. 
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Brief Note; 


I’m adding the finishing touches to the design, 
sequencing and some minor edits. To be transparent for a moment, 
sleeping has become a struggle compared to the blissful sleep when 
I started the issue. Now, I wish I could run away from the sources of 
those struggles. Or, even just to perceive them. If everything is just a 
dream, well, it’s all far simpler. It’s abstract. Many of the pieces here 
deal with the idea of dreams in differing ways, but there’s a 
bittersweet feeling in all of them. A sense of solace. Maybe that’s 
what I’m really longing for right now. Who's to say. 

Thank you, I hope you sleep well tonight, 
Thierry 


Louise Personeni 


‘Mum, what is a real house?’ 


She replied with twinkling eyes, it was almost as if she was reciting a poem: 


‘A real house is a rusty picket fence that squeaks when you push it open. 


id the fence, a garden; with trees, flowers, and birds nested in the 
branches. It’s also a few weathered stepping stones leading to the front 


nce, but mostly, it’s what it has at the top.’ 


‘All the way at the top, that’s the sky!’ 


1g about the house. All the way at the top is the attic.’ 


She continued to recite with the same dreamy tone. 


and cobwebs sailing in the dark. And, in the corner, more obscure yet, dusty trunks 


lined with old torn canvases.’ 


I couldn't exactly imagine what she was describing. 
‘And what are in those trunks?’ 

‘Like what?’ 

‘Like out of season clothing that no one wears, old books with the pages turned 


yellow that no one reads, damaged toys that don’t amuse children anymore.’ 


“Why do we keep them?’ 

‘Because they are the guardians of our past. If you throw them away, you risk 
throwing the memories that come with them.’ 
I wondered if she was imagining a house from a fairytale. She described it as if she 
had a book of images in front of her eyes. It’s normal, I thought, she was once a little 
girl too, it’s important not to forget. 

Mum returned to her dream: 

‘A real house, is one that has lived.’ 

“What do you mean lived?’ 

“You can stick your ear to the walls and, if you know how to listen, you'll hear.’ 

My brother Gabriel laughed, but I took it very seriously. 

‘Hear what?’ 

“The house’s story.’ 

When we left our old apartment, I was the only one that was sad. 
Gabriel made fun of me. As for mum, she couldn't stop dancing and singing. She 
could've at least pretended to be sad. I was ashamed for her. Even without an old 


fence, garden and attic, was our new apartment, not a real house, with a story to tell? 


Siow To 


Alexa Stevens 


It is the soft tread of breath on carpet 
When the bathroom holds my ghost 
mirrored back to me. Pass me your 
flickering candle, dream of a well 

to drip it into. Well lit room 

of your choosing. What is 

Desire but a face you wear 

to watch someone sleep. Every morning 
I wake to open curtains. 

Heady soil footfalls 

of foxes round the bed. Hungry, 

they wait for my heart and I 

will give it to them. What is 

Desire but a restless 

pace while someone sleeps. 

Open your eyes, wingless dove, 
before the foxes learn to 

operate: yours is the only table 


I'd go to willingly. 


Winter 
Wonderland 


Miles Thomson 


It’s winter on the other side of the world 
But I stand still while all of it moves 
The snow lands in my palm and for a 


second I’m put there. 


In the time between it melting and it 


freezing, I lost you. 


‘The crowd takes me and They become my 
breath, our moment, 


We move as one but I feel alone. 


Gasping for air we reach out, 
But we're crushed, 


Forgetting why we rushed. 


Vessel II 


A visual representation of 
time freezing. 


12) 


Part 1: The Park 


The park by my house 


lge of my face. 
As you tuck my ha 
I realise. 


ir behind my ear, 


I have never felt such tenderness as this. 
I lose myself in black holes. 


nto those grey-blue eyes, 


You come to fish me out, every time. 
Your gaze comes to meet my lips, 
and mouths mesh. 

Tenderly we devour each other, 

Pure sensation. 


Deep night surrounds us, we roll in the wet grass. 


After we kiss for the first time, I cut my tongue out. 


Nothing could ever compare. 


Part 2: Insomniac 


In writing poems about an insomniac, 
I have become one. 

My dreams, 

Visions of running for you, 

Running away from you, 

Forever running. 

Pressed up against the bathroom stall, 
sweat clouds my vision. 

Hand flat beside my face I inhale. 

As your hand finds my voicebox 

And I wake up silent. 

Mesmerising eyes mesmerise me. 
Shifting, crisp blue-grey. 

‘They are clear in my memory, 

They grow clearer each day. 
Sometimes I borrow your voice 

To help me fall asleep. 

A phantom hand strokes my back 
the other hand wrapped around my shoulder. 
I sleep better with your ghost beside me. 
I wonder if I haunt your dreams 

Like you haunt mine. 

I wonder if I take up your time, 
sleepless nights spent talking 

for hours and hours on end, 

about everything and nothing, 

my universe felt whole. 

I served my role. 

Secondary character in my life, 

I played the part of best friend. 

Days bled into each other, 

memory hazy, 

golf courses and cornershops and 
playgrounds and schoolyards and 
colosseums and hands. 


You made me appreciate holding hands. 


Part 3: Souls XIII 


I cannot see the stars tonight, 


The streetlights on and airplanes bright, 


It’s somewhat of a dreary sight, 


A night sky void of stars. 


Something, somewhere tugs at me 
It brings me back to you. 
A sonder, an amazement 


At all our world can do. 


My bare feet feel concrete tiles, 
Brushed by grass and dandelions. 
Dandelions were ours, 

A testament to resilience. 

I strive the way you taught me to, 
But people don’t bend to me. 

I aim to reach my goals 


Through less invasive means. 


If you saw me now, youd scoff and laugh 
You probably don’t see 

‘The growth and change I’ve gone through, 
How I got from A to B. 


Sometimes I want to reach out to you, 
And see how you are going. 
But if I think deeper I realise 


I'm better off not knowing. 


So hear this poem I write for you, 
Listen from the barren night sky. 
Tell me in detail how it feels to fly. 


Part 4: Souls IX 


I stay up late at night 

‘Trying to reach you somehow. 

Chronic insomniac, 

Bandit of my heart. 

Pll never be the same person I was 

before you. 

Bags under my eyes, 

Laughing from a lack of sleep, 

I think I finally see it. 

Your face a mere 2 inches away from mine, 
I tuck your hair behind your ear 

Slowly 

Like I’m unwrapping a gift and saving the paper. 
And I scratch your head 

The way you always used to like it. 

I'd give anything for you to call me a blanket hog again, 
to hear the word “genius” in that sarcastic tone. 
I still go to rest my head on your shoulders. 
It still aches that youre gone. 

We don’t sing duets together anymore, 

But I’m constantly singing your hymns. 
Bare feet on the earth, 

The taste of black tea on my tongue, 

I think I’ve finally found you. 

My god is the god of ink and silver, 

‘The god of blades not brandished to kill. 
Every dream of you is spiritual, 

Every thought an altar. 

I lay apples and pomegranates at your feet 
As I kneel. 

Every step I take I worship you, 

Every flagellation an undying prayer. 

You will be immortal through my words. 

I will preserve every scrap of discarded fabric, 
All the wrong notes, 

‘The lips which I have never kissed. 

All belonging to a woman of duality; 

both passionate and cold, 

tired yet so alive. 

Serpents make me think of you. 

I cry. 


A visual representation of 
the tenderness of new love. 


four 
Vessel 


Thierry St. Quintin 


Beckon me over as you would if I were a dog. 
Soft taps like the sound of a heartbeat. 

Soft taps like the waves on a beach. 

Soft taps like a gentle drum beat. 

Put me to sleep. Hypnotise me. 

Take me outside of my insides. 

It’s what I need. Right now. 


Tonight, under the moon. 


Your vessel is so pure. You will sleep every 
night away, visiting infinite fantasies and other 
worlds. Some nights won't be easy to slip into 
slumber. But you will still leave your vessel- 
you will still transcend for a moment. 


Kaleidoscopic collages montage by, and you 


an eternity. You are mist and specks. Some of 
these alternate realities will be manifestations, 
wishes you will live within. Others will be more 
jagged, far more sour than sweet. 

To love is to change how you speak, see, smell, 
hear, touch and feel. On your journey, you will 
feel these changes come, with the essence of 
your vessel being unchanged. You will long for 


the unconditional love of a dog to echo with 


each partner. And someday, you shall find 
that. But nobody said it was easy. 

On nights of heartbreak and ambiguity, you 
wont want to sleep. As you try to slip away, 
you will wake, wondering if such pain was just 
a dream of haze. Yet, reality comes with that 
want to leave your vessel; sleep is such an effort 
with the pain. You will stay awake- to remain 
within reality and reclaim your love. To feel as 
you feel. 

Still, try to sleep. To transcend through 
slumber. It is enlightening and refreshing. You 
connect with yourself and see into the myriad 
of futures. Such action will make the present 
and next waking moment all the more 
soothing. Your vessel is so pure as is. And that 
purity will never go. So, listen out, and sink 
peacefully. Let the waves wash over gently and 
let go. Remember to be gentle and tender. 
Remember how pure you are and take 
care of your vessel. Take care of your 


heart and the dreamin 


the curse of 

a thousand 

dying dreams 
Olivia Diamant 


she is adrift in the midst of a Great forest 

with a thousand dreams that slither into her heart 
and fill her with an unbridled lust for life 

dreams that latch onto her like wild vines 

weaving tightly around her soul and beckoning her 
in all sorts of beautiful directions; 


too many directions. 


she is stuck in an everlasting game of tug of war 

where her dreams impatiently yank her back and forth 
some throw a temper tantrum and explode, 

discarded and dying on the forest floor, 

some slink away quietly, unnoticed; 


others linger like an eternal paint stain. 


it is the curse of a thousand dying dreams; 

this suffocating fire within 

that struggles to find a home. 

how is it that she bursts at the seams with passion 
yet remains stagnant, 


decaying? 


she is adrift in the midst of a Great forest 

and calls on the Great trees for wisdom 

yet the trees brush her off and diagnose her with a case of 
‘thinking too much’ 

offer her medicine in the form of cliched affirmations 

declare that it'll “itll work out with time” 

and she wants to scream 

because Time is a beast whom moves jaggedly and with great speed 
the past week is a blur 


and she has a thousand songs inside her begging to be written; 


how do you deal with the gravity of a wasted lifetime? 


when she lets herself dream 

the life that lays before her is something like a smudged portrait 
with brushstrokes of confusion and chaos 

and she can see something beautiful within it; 

something about writing and music and art 

something about community and companionship and loving 
something about adventure and vulnerability and softness 


something about wanting a life big and beautiful and full of colour 


but there is something about a thousand possibilities balancing on her fingertips 
like fine china 

and to pursue one is to fumble the rest; 

to watch a thousand lifetimes smash to smithereens 


and mourn what could have been 


she is adrift in the midst of a Great forest, 
grappling with the thought of a thousand dying dreams. 
is there freedom that comes with the courage to cut the wild vines free? 


can she lay with the broken shards of her dreams and make snow angels? 


Untethered 


Chalene Kuklin 


The boy slumbers upon the plane of n 


t, flat crystal that stretches infinitely on, 


coated in liquid dark. This bed of his is quickly becoming a grave as his mind 


clicks, fast, faster than the pendulum of his heart can swing. The hour sours the 
boy’s complexion, a flush of navy heavens blooming across his freckles, his nail beds 
painted in midnight. He exhales plasma and cosmic dust in a hollow recreation 

of what it is like to breathe, his life spread thin with his dreams feeding on living 


thought, crunching on the memories buried within the skin. 


The night slips between his fingers, his hands clenched around things seen only 


in the mind’s eye. The boy leaks warmth like a fire losing fuel, flickering under the 
pressure of endless stories. Too many for his head to entertain. 

Called into action, the night treads over the boy. It siphons his dreams into stars, 
weaving a galaxy up above — a multiverse held together by the gravity of his 
imagination. The galaxy churns and tumbles, perilous in its construction because 
catastrophic power is not designed to be on a leash, but the boy is breathing more 
than borrowed air, and the night thinks that it has done enough. 

The worlds are tethered to him still. The realities remain embedded in his 


spiralled springs, but the boy is breathing, and the night has done enough. 
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Greens and golds glimmer in candlelight, the flames dancing in tandem with the 
flurry of skirts that flirt with the marble floor. Music swells the ballroom up to near 
bursting, and the boy tastes the familiarity of the song but cannot place it, his 
attention focused on the undefined mass of heat, faceless in their joy. The 
impression of their happiness ignites his own. 

they are uttered. They hold out their hand and on the index finger is a ring he 
remembers seeing in his grandmother's jewellery box, or maybe the antique shop 
he walks by some mornings. The blur sputters and,somewhere between the embers 
and ash, the boy recognises the request to dance. 

Taking the blur’s hand, the boy is thrust amidst the twirling garden flowers. In 
the swaying movements an old child of grace stirs, memories of ballet recitals and 
rhinestoned leotards reflecting off the crystal chandeliers above. He feels hands 
in his hair but they go just as quickly as they arrived. In their place is a little gold 
thing, blessing and burden. 

Skirts crackle and stiffen, fluidity lost as they turn towards him like rusted gears. 
The music slows, notes dropping and shattering on the ground as the blurs slash 


him with their words, renouncing him of his right to rule this 


castle that he has built. Somewhere in the cacophony, 
he hears a clock chime and the neighbour yell if anyone has seen her cat. 
Then everything stops. Gowns fall to the floor, bodies absent. Candlelight 
retreats. The boy jumps at the feeling of fur wrapping around his legs and yellow 


slitted eyes meet his gaze. 
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The boy is flying. His cape of sunlight billows behind him, smears of clouds in his eyes. Whir- 
ring gears tell him that the air should be burning ice against his skin, but the cape sings a song of 


warmth and a red bird soars by so the thought vanishes in the wind. 


sesame, each flap of its crimson wings rippling the sky. It huffs a plume of smoke, and in the taste 


the boy can see his mother stitching up the plushie’s leg. He leans forward to touch the cotton 
scar, but before his fingers can brush against the scales he is batted away. In the tumble the boy 
can see the sky go up in flames, blues burning away to reveal a backdrop of nothing. 

It is into this nothing that the boy falls. 

The drop in his stomach assures him that he is falling, but without wind pressing against his 
body he can’t be certain. And the more he thinks about it, the less sure he is that this sinking sen- 
sation is falling. Rather, he thinks it’s the sensation of timeless fear for time is a rhythm that only 
exists in the constant ticking of his mind... 

‘The epiphany seizes him. What does it mean to have a body that can play you for a fool? Eyes 
that can’t see what’s really there and a mind that can, or is it that the eyes are not so easily 
deceived by these visions the mind calls memories, but maybe even that isn’t true for a dragon is 


just a bird until the dragon is yours and red and scarred and— 


Streaks of light bleed into the night, the stars falling, 
colliding, 
exploding on impact. 

Supernovas rumble the vacuum, the debris of dreams shooting out like shrapnel, slashing their 
way through neighbouring stars who then begin their own catastrophic demise. It’s a chain 
reaction of destruction so enchanting that the night can do little but watch as a star fragment 
falls close, too close to the slumbering boy. Images of red scales and yellow stitches materialise 
in the fragment, halfway, before violently folding in on itself and imploding. Thin Lichtenberg 
figures erupt from ground-zero, the cracks propagating outwards along the crystal plane like a 
cobweb that entraps the boy. 

Oh, how the night was wrong! It thought that the distance of stars would be enough to lighten 
the weight of worlds, but now the night can see the dreams for what they really are. They aren’t 
products of mind but are his mind, sleeping hours and shut eyes making up the metal ribbon 
and winded crowns that keeps the clock running. The boy cannot let go of these dreams, cannot 
breathe air other than that the stars absorb, because it is the dreams from which he is built. And 
it is he that the the dreams feed on. 

But the star shower is beginning in earnest now, toppling lighthouses on the precipice of 
endless dark, and the night now knows that these ties must be cut. 

The clicking, incessant enough to have been forgotten, slows to a stop as the stars freeze in 
their path. Instead of continuing their descent downwards, the dreams fall in reverse, the galaxy 
dispersing outwards, unbound with the sound of brass gears clattering on crystal as the anthem 


of their liberty. 
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The clicking, incessant enough to have been forgotten, slows to a stop as the stars freeze in their 
path. Instead of continuing their descent downwards, the dreams fall in reverse, the galaxy 
dispersing outwards, unbound with the sound of brass gears clattering on crystal as the anthem 
of their liberty. 


he’s standing in the snow, the fields, 
sitting in shallow waters, the tunels, 
feeling the fractals in his hair, 
the fire in his hands, smelling 
the gunpowder, tasting the spice, 
hearing the silence, the voices of 
the blood around his brow, his neck, 
twigs around his wrist, ocean froth 
coming up to bite, to kiss so he holds still, 
not wanting the noise to shatter the song 
in his head, to wake the hunter, to give 
away where he hides but the dirt of 
his grave is beneath his nails and 
the water lashes out with the 
anger of a world forgotten, 
homesick, wanting to return 
to what can never be 
but he is homesick 
too, homesick for a 
reality that maybe 
lives only 
inside his 


head 


—but like lightning, the stories only linger for a moment, before splintering off into sparks. 


SRO AAAI ARAKI A AK KK 
The boy wakes with a lightness in his head. It is dark, completely so, with only the impression 
of light appearing between tired blinks. His fingers trace the cracks in his bed, having seemingly 


broken open overnight, when his hand bumps into cold metal. The gear tells him that it is time 


sit outside his bedroom door, somewhere down the hall 


Haunted 


Miles Thomson 


‘The ground intertwines around my feet 
Trapped I observe, myself and those around 
She laughs as her hand is placed upon mine 
Soft and unwavering 

‘There are others, all unnoticed and unmoved 
Their faces droop with either side of their smile 
reaching their chin 

‘They whisper to me 

“To those that sung can take away 

For those that are healed prepare their pain 
For those that are torn will always forget 


Restart, reset” 


Weathering 
lockdown 


Harry Gay 


In 2021, Sydney was plunged into its second city-wide lockdown, with 


washed upon our shores in January 2020. In May of that year, famed 


filmmaker David Lynch began uploading daily weather reports to his 


You Tube Channel. 


Two years out from the major COVID lockdowns, writing about the 


topic is sometimes seen as trite, hackneyed or rushed. Two years doesn’t 


seem like enough time to really digest what the world went through, 


and anything written on the topic doesn’t feel | 


scope of the situation. ‘ 
written first hand about the 
experience proliferated our feeds, 
and while welcome, to dive back 
into that now seems passé. Ev- 
eryone would rather move on, 
and forget this period of waking 


sleeplessness. 


And sleepless it was. While 
I was bunkered down at home, 
going for mandatory walks and 
getting my little coffees, I was 


ng down a pit of Honours 


spiralli 


work, alcoholism and 
doomscrolling. I got addicted to 
my phone, I tossed and turned in 
bed, and through it all, I had the 


director of Eraserhead and Blue 


> it would capture the 


‘hile enduring the lockdown, many articles 


Velvet telling me it was going to be 


rul day. 


David Lynch needs no 
introduction. He is a multifaceted, 
multimodal, multidisciplinary 


ulti you could 


(just about every m 
ask for) artist. His career spans a 
variety of mediums and genres, 
but he is always preoccupied 

with crafting surreal, nightmarish 
dreamscapes. His films flip the lid 


on classic storytelling conventions 


to fuse his own sensi their 


true meanings known only to 
Lynch himself. Wild at Heart is a 
candy coloured fairy tale merged 


with ‘a criminal on the lam’ 


aesthetic; Twin Peaks subverted the 
police procedural to present the 
Americana. 

His weather reports are no 
different. Uploaded to his 
YouTube channel, DAVID 
LYNCH THEATRE, Lynch 
transposes his strange 
sensibilities to an in-between of 
vlog and weather report. His 
intonations and catchphrases 
(“Would you believe it? It’s a 
Friday once again!”) lend the 
videos a performative quality, 
supplanting the typical 
authenticity that is stressed by the 
website. Perhaps this is hinted at 
in the name, that this is his 

This uncanny optimism, 
however, in finding beauty in blue 
skies and clouds every day, shone 
as a beacon of light in what was 
an otherwise miserable time for a 


lot of people. Days often blurred 


together, life felt like a dream, 
waking up numbly one morning 
to the next, moving through life 
like a ghost. When I look back on 
that time, no individual day stands 
out from the rest, all blending 
together in a murky temporal 
sludge. 

The weather reports 
numerically counting the date, 
served as a counterargument to 
that, forcing viewers to take things 
in day by day, each with its own 
weather patterns and sense of 
beauty. My daily walks, what once 
started head down, neck sloped, 
headphones in, eyes directed to the 
footpath, turned into an 
appreciation of nature and the 
world around me. My head shot 
up to the vast expanse and 
sublimity of the sky, and the 
cumulative clouds that hovered 


overhead. 


In May 2023, the World Health Organisation (WHO) ended the global 
emergency status of COVID-19. Perhaps sensing this end, and seeing the 
decline in numbers over large parts of the world prior, David Lynch 
ended his weather reports five months earlier on December 16, 2022. 
David Lynch's films comment on the strange surreal nature of the 
world around us. His weather reports remind us of the nature of 
lockdowns themselves, a dreamlike miasma, wherein the public was given 
very little control over their surroundings. In Cahiers du Cinéma, Lynch 
remarked upon the reports, stating it “must have come to the end”, but 
that it was “born on a very positive note”, recommending the song “The 
World Spins’. And spin the world did during those turbulent two years. 
If it was all a dream, I am undecided if it was a nightmare or not. But 


at least Lynch was there to tell us what was happening above our heads 


‘Borderlands’ 
Crem ectyente 


In the tender, drowsy darkness, the spiral of stairs seemed to twist and turn forever. I 
felt like I had sunken to the bottom of an endless well, and was being compelled by 
some unseen force to climb to the top, before some evildoer could pour water down 
it and wash me away. Everything around me was made of a damp gray stone. All 
except for the amber torches, which burnt luminously on the walls. I was about to 
pause for rest, but as I turned the next corner, I nearly stumbled over. There in front 
of me stretched a long queue of people, choking up the artery of the tunnel. 

“Excuse me, uhm, do you know where we are?” I asked, tapping the shawl-covered 
shoulder of the stranger in front of me. The old woman turned around. 

“T haven't a clue my dear. I cannot seem to recall the past of how I arrived here, 
and I cannot begin to guess at the future. I only remain in this line because I have 
this odd sense that whatever lies at the end of it might have all the answers!” 


“That's a very hopeful vision” I smiled, a fragile attempt at good humor. 


“Well, perhaps,” she said thoughtfully. “Or perhaps when I know the answers I 
will wish I could be back here, wandering aimlessly in blissful ignorance again!” 

Finally the queue had ebbed away, and the two of us were left standing at the front 
of the line, peering out into a room that almost eluded comprehension. 

‘The ceiling was consumed in a shimmering, metallic, pattern, like a glistening oil 
spill had exploded there and was dripping down onto every wall. 

Fluttering softly about the room were some gentle winged creatures. Their wings 
were like a bird’s, and they had beaks like birds do, but their bodies were made up of 
cloud-like shapes. Inside of them, images and words periodically appeared, as if they 
were thought bubbles inside a cartoon. 

At the back of the room there was a small kitchen area adorned with intricate 
painted tiles. There, a man stood pouring a pointy glass bottle of that multi-coloured 
oily substance found on the ceiling, into a cooking pan. In that same moment, a 
winged creature flew above the pan and laid an egg, which fell down into it and 
began to sizzle. After that dark tunnel, this vibrant world was a welcome shock to the 
senses, like seeing flowers bloom after a Spring storm. 

Suddenly my name was called, and I jolted towards its speaker, forgetting to 
sitting at the front of the room on wooden stools. It seemed their all-white monks 
robes and gray features were the only lasting frontier of monochrome amidst this 
colorful scene. 

“Who are you?” I asked him, glancing up at the white pointy hat on his head. “Are 
you an enchanter?” I ventured, when I received no reply. He just peered down at me 
with curiosity. 

“My good child, I am a guardian spirit. I am a wizard of direction. However this 
is not about me. You are far more important,” he said, and then beckoned with his 
shoulder, with a fried egg in its beak. 

“Dont be shocked, my Thought Birds always come when I need,” he smiled, but 
I was indeed shocked to silence as he gulped down that egg. Immediately his skin, 
which had been an ashen gray like an old tree, shone with a brilliant magenta. I 


glanced over at the cloaked figure addressing the old woman, and saw that the same 


phenomenon had taken place. Suddenly the pattern on the roof began to pulsate like 
a ripple in a pond. His eyes flashed at me, he took up a pen and notes from a much 
smaller stool beside him, and started to write. 

“There!” He declared finally. He handed me a fluorescent sticky note. I looked 
down at the criss-crossed lines, circles, and scribbled words. None of it made sense to 
me. 

“Indecipherable! If I wanted doodles on a sticky note, I could’ve done it myself” I 
said defiantly. I felt a little hot and realized I was blushing. I really felt like I had been 
made into a fool. “Sorry, I mean, well, aren't you going to tell me what it means?” I 
followed, a little regretfully. I saw a genuine concern cast into his eyes. 

“That’s odd, not once in my time doing this has the message not made perfect 
sense to the receiver. Try again?” I stared down at it, but the whirlwind of obscure 
symbols just stared back in mockery. 

“No, it really makes no sense. You must tell me where I am now!” 

“If you must know, I will tell you. Dreams are often taken for granted, but in 
actual fact they are a way for a person's consciousness to work through life’s chal- 
lenges, so that at some point in their waking lives, the answers come upon them like 
magic. For some however, even dreams cannot make the path clear. So they come to 
The 
Borderlands. This tower lies on the boundary between dreams and the waking world. 
It is here that we, the wizards of direction, help lost souls to chart their course.” Only 
now did I become aware of an odd sensation. | felt like I was both in a dream, and 
more awake than ever before in my life. 

“I guess you cannot help me” I say. 

“Maybe things will be clear with time. Either way, you cannot stay here long. Go 
to the window, that vortex will return you to the waking world.” 

I said goodbye with an amused smile, rolling my eyes with both contempt and 
confusion. 

At the window, there was a young boy queuing in front of me. His large eyes were 
a pale mauve, and they pooled with teardrops, until their bold hue shimmered like 


orchids in the sun. 


“Dont worry, this is just a dream! I was told this portal will take us home” I 
great hurricane of convulsing onyx spiraled on the ground outside the tower. It was 
a steep drop, but the mouth of the vortex was so large that it seemed to be both near 
and far. The man in front of us dived down. When it was the boy’s turn, he shook his 
head and returned to the back of the queue. 

Before I could think I was sitting on the window ledge, my legs dangling over the 
precipice. I took the plunge. With my eyes shut, I could feel every part of me plum- 
meting quickly through the atmosphere. I couldn't stop falling. Waves of the galaxy 
dragged at me as wisps of starry aether drew me into their folds. Inside of my head, I 
repeated over and over to myself, ‘I am waking up! I am going to wake up! I need to 
wake up!’ 

Suddenly, the falling stopped. I opened my eyes, expecting to find myself back in 
can be seen beneath the second. I saw the image of my sleeping body appear in a 
window in my mind. However, at the same time, I saw the clearer image of the tower 
laid over it. I was staring up at it from where the vortex had been. What went wrong? 
Why couldn't I leave? 

Just then, a dark stillness brushed over the desert earth. I felt a shadow whisper 
past me, and the figure of a slender woman appeared, dressed in black. A dead bird, 
like the ones I had seen in the room in the tower, hung in a net slung over her 
shoulder. Her sinister eyes shone like the wizard’s had done, but these eyes were red 
with rage and fire. She pounced on me, pinning me to the ground with the long, 
feeble claws that were her hands. 

“Who are you!” I cried out timidly. 

“Oh, but who you are is far more important,” she cackled. It was the second time 
today that I had heard these words. 

“Aimlessness will rule! Done for are the wizards of direction!” “Wake up now!’ I 
begged my mind. In The Borderlands, it could not be done. 

Suddenly the ground shook, and a pure white light illuminated the dusk like a 
candle in the desert. Its serenity jarred against the evil I was pinned by, and an 


impression washed over me like a spell, whispering of unity and chaos, of birth and 


destruction, of direction and of aimlessness. 

“Siren sister, free this poor soul” cried the wizard from before, who had 
materialized before us. 

“How did you find me, fiend!” She spat. 

“The bird whose egg I took before writing has been found sick. You have 
corrupted my powers! Other birds are falling sick as we speak. You have attempted 
things like this before, but this is going too far. 1 am warning you sister, the sirens of 
aimlessness will not win!” 

She cackled, the wizard grasped my hand, and we flew through the air back 
through the tower window. Inside, the place was deserted of crowds. No one could 
come here until the birds were healed. 

“So, must I stay here forever?” I was anxious to ask. Some wizards were tending to 
the sick birds while others stared down at me with tired gray faces. 

“No, but the vortex shut on you. It is not possible to leave until your path is 
known,” one guardian said, who seemed like their leader. 

“For that to happen, the sirens, those witches of the aimless, must be defeated, so 
that the sickness of the Thought Birds does not corrupt our powers’ another 
muttered. I was stunned. 

“You have a choice. We will grant you a safe haven here in the tower. Or, you can 
join us in the fight.” I knew I could not hesitate, I would do everything I could to 
return home. 


“T will fight,” I told them confidently. I hoped I had made the right choice 


This Time 
Last Year 


Louise Personeni 


I lay on the beach watching a couple walk along the foam line, 
playfully splashing one another with each stride. 

I rest my head down into my arms, close my eyes, 

and see you reaching your hand into the water next to my feet. 


You reemerge holding a black heart-shaped shell. 
« This is for you, » you say. 


I give it a little kiss and put it into my front pocket. 

I don't know where the shell is now. 

I’m not even sure which pair of shorts I was wearing. 

All I know is that if I stay lying here until sunset; running my fingers 


through the sands of time — the sea will expand ever so slightly from 


the salted memories trickling down my cheeks. 
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Keira Garland 
Oil painting on canvas 
This artwork is based on a scene from the dream which ‘Borderlands’ is 
based upon. ‘The character which bows by the scales shows the surrender of the 
conscious mind to the sublime, spiritual, and emotional forces which govern our 
lives. The other two characters represent these conflicting forces. One is of purity, 


direction, and guidance. The other is of impurity, aimlessness, and corruption. 


